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THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

GEORGE  WILLIAM, 

EARL  OF  COVENTRY. 


My  Lord, 


As  the  following  lines  owe  their  exiftence  principally  to  your 
Lordfhip’s  fuggeftion,  I know  no  perfon  to  whom  they  can,  with 
greater  propriety,  be  infcribed. 


Whatever  may  be  the  decifion  of  criticifm  concerning  their  me- 
rits, I have  the  fatisfaflion  of  being  confident,  that  there  is  no  one, 
who  more  fincerely  rejoices  in  the  event  which  occafioned  them, 
than  your  Lordfhip. 


I trufl: 


[ ] 

I trufl,  therefore,  that  nothing,  which  flows  from  fenfations  of 
the  fame  joy,  will  be  unacceptable  to  your  Lordfhip ; and  that 
the  loyalty  which  didated  thefe  verfes  will,  at  Icafl,  palliate  every 

I 

defed  in  the  performance. 

I am,  my  Lord, 

With  the  greateft  refped. 

Your  Lordfliip’s  much  obliged. 

And  mofl  humble  Servant, 

SAMUEL  HAYES. 
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M A J E S T Y’s  RECOVERY. 


Wh  E N gallant  Pompey*,  on  Campania’s  plains, 
Felt  the  fierce  fever  rack  his  throbbing  veins; 

When  ev’ry  Toothing  hope  was  almoft  fled. 

And  life  fufpended  by  a Angle  thread; 

Rome’s  Genius  trembled  through  her  num’rous  flates, 
Dreading  the  fummons  of  the  threat’ning  fates. 
Confcious  that  on  their  Chief  dependant  Hood 
The  facred  fabrick  of  the  publick  good, 


* Velleius  Paterculus,  lib.  ii. 
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At 
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At  ev’ry  fhrlne,  with  deprecating  tears. 

The  profhrate  Suppliant  own’d  his  anxious  fears  r 
And  from  tliQ  tutelary  Gods  of  Rome 
Implor’d  fufpcnfion  of  the  mortal  doom. 

/ 

Such  was  the  confcioufnefs^  and  fuch  the  dread; 

Which  late  o’er  Britain’s  clouded  empire  fpread^ 

The  Star  obfcur’d,  by  whofe  aufpicious  light. 

Thro’  perilous  feas,  and  ’midfl  the  fliades  of  night,. 

Britannia’s  Velfel  fliap’d  her  heady  courfe, 

Nor  fear’d  the  ocean’s  iterated  force; 

That  radiant  Star  enfhrouded,  deep  imprcfl 
Prefaging  terror  harrow’d  ev’ry  bread. 

Save  that  of  thofe,  who>  like  tlie  roaming  Iloh, 

Fell  Spoilers  of  the  tempell-beaten  coah, 

Hail  the  deflruSive  ftorna. — When  difcoid  wakes,, 

And  publick  welfare  to  its  centre  fhakes,  24 

Flulh’d  with  keen  hope,  forth  rufli  the  needy  Band, 

And  fcatter  havock  thro’  the  trembling  land: 
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That  thus,  when  law  withholds  its  penal  check,. 
Rapine  may  batten  on  the  plunder’d  wreck. 


But  thanks  to  him,  the  faving  God,  who  heard 
The  ardent  pray’rs  by  patriot  zeal  preferr’d; 

Who  oft  hath  deign’d,  in  peril’s  direfl:  hour, 

To  fhield  Britannia  with  Almighty  pow’r! 

Thanks  to  that  God,  the  clouds  have  pafs’d  away; 
Tranquillity  refumes  her  wonted  fway. 

Full-orb’d  again  the  genial  fun  appears, 

Confirms  the  drooping  plant,  and  dries  up  Nature’s  tears. 


Unhappy  lot  to  Rome’s  illuflrious  Chief  1 
^ A nation’s  zealous  pray’rs  procur’d  relief ; 
Check’d,  the  dread  menace  of  impendins^  fate. 

And  gave  the  term  of  life  a longer  date. 

The  Hero  liv’d — but  liv’d,  alas!  to  mourn,, 

A fugitive,  o’er  martyr’d  Freedom’s  urn. 

^ ■ - Multae  urbeSj.et  publica  vota 

Vicerunt Juvenal. 


42 


He 
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He  gain’d  a fliort,  fliort  refplte  from  dcatli’s  hand, 

I’o  fall  by  Ruffians  in  a foreign  land. 

Far  better  hopes  attend  our  profp'rous  pray  Vs ; 

A brigliter  profpecl  ev’ry  Briton  fliares. 

Ambition  cannot  here,  without  controul, 

Urge  the  fell  purpofe  of  the  daring  foul.  4 8 

No  Caefar  overleaps  the  bounds  of  law, 

Or  fways  the  abjecl  mind  with  fervile  awe. 

But  Freedom  here  enjoys  lier  genuine  right, 

Dreads  not  the  Rabble’s  rage,  nor  Tyrant’s  might. 

Ye  fickle  fe\y,  whofe  minds  eccentrick  range, 

Keen  at  the  op’ning  feent  of  evVy  change, 

Your  airy  dreams  forego!  Hence  learn  to  feel 
Implicit  rev’rencc  for  the  public  weal! 

Poor  is  the  fpirit,  when  no  impulfe  fires, 

Save  that  which  mercenary  lufl  infpires. — 


Amidii 
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Amid  ft  the  various  forms  devis’d  by  rnaus 
By  fancy  feign’d,  or  fram’d  on  reafon’s  plan, 

What  happy  government  with  Britain  vies, 

Where  every  form  its  fpecial  ufe  fupplies? 

Where  liberty  and  pow’r  reftrifted  glide. 

Break  not  their  banks,  but  pour  a fertile  tide  ? 

And  if,  amidft  the  various  means,  that  tend 
To  publick  good,  the  fureft  Heav’n  can  fend,  66 

Be  virtue  ftamp’d  upon  the  regal  breaft, 

England,  exulting,  boafts  that  glorious  telL 

Thrice  happy  Britons ! For  ’tis  yours  ^ to  know 
What  bleilings  from  a Monarch’s  virtues  flow. 

’Twas  yours  to  feel,  when  Heav’n’s  avenging  arm 

Harrow’d  each  patriot  bofom  with  alarm : yt 

Be  yours  the  triumph  now ! For  lo ! again, 

Order  and  peace  their  priftine  ftate  maintain. 

♦ O fortunatos  nimium,  fua  77^;/;  bona  7tofciintt 
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Sedition 
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jtJedition  ftarts,  and  from  her  wither'd  hand> 

Reluctant,  drops  the  unavailing  brand. 

Though  fell  her  thoughts,  though  nothing  can  afluage 

The  dire  emotions  of  her  baffled  rage  ; yS 

So  pure  the  triumph,  which,  to  Britifh  hearts, 

A Monarch’s  renovated  health  imparts, 

Sedition  dares  not  fcowL  With  haggard  eyes, 

To  privacy’s  dark  fhades  the  Fury  flies  ; 

Or  fhrouds  herfelf  in  loyalty’s  attire^ 

Culls  the  fair  flow’rs  of  fpeech,  and  boafts  a Patriot’s  fire  ; 84 

With  Perfian  zeal  flarts  forth — the  firfl  to  run, 

And  hail  the  luflre  of  th’  emerging  fun. 

Here  let  the  zealous  Bard,  (nor  need  he  here 
The  charge  of  fervile  adulation  fear ; 

E’en  Envy’s  felf  here  grafps  a pointlefs  dart. 

Nor  dares  avow  tlie  rancour  of  her  heart.)  90 

At  that  fair  fhrine,  where  grace  and  virtue  reign^ 

I.et  the  Bard  freely  pour  the  votive  Brain  1 


Nor 


Nor  thou,  llluftrious  Queen,  the  wreath  refufe, 
Strung  by  a weak,  but  yet  a loyal  Mufe ! 

When  Britain,  overwhelm’d  in  publick  grief, 

Saw  but  faint  gleams  of  national  relief ; 

When  prefcient  terror  heav’d  the  mournful  figh, 
And  blank  dejeftion  fat  in  ev’ry  eye ; 

Amidft  the  cares  which  prey’d  on  ev’ry  heart, 

Thy  poignant  fuff ’rings  bore  no  trifling  part. 

That  virtue,  bright  like  thine,  was  doom’d  to  know 
The  bitter  anguifh  of  domeftick  woe  ; 

That  nuptial  faith,,  on  which,  through  rolling  years, 
Not  one  foul  ftain  of  calumny  appears. 

That  faith,  fo  pure,  Ihould  feel  the  preflure  there,, 
Where  mis’ry  fharpeft  points  the  barb  of  care  ; 

This,  ’midft  the  gen’ral  gloom,  increas’d  the  weight. 
And  gave  a double  edge  to  adverfe  fate. 

For  who  can  wonder,  that  in  ev’ry  breafl- 
The  force  of  fympathy  here  flood  confefl  ? 


C 8 ] 

If,  plac‘d  in  royalty*s  exalted  fphere, 

Pure  virtue  and  unblemifh’d  worth  appear ; 

If,  while  foft  pleafure  fooths  the  flatter’d  fenfe, 

Arm’d  with  that  pow’r  which  can  each  fweet  difpenfe  ; i 14 

If  here  the  foul  reflfl:  temptation’s  force, 

And,  unfeduc’d,  purfue  its  hallow’d  courie. 

Who  but  admires  fuch  firmnefs?  Who  withdraws 
The  willing  tribute  of  fincere  applaufe  ? 

Such  virtue  Britons  boaft.  With  triumph  own, 

They  boall  it  feated  on  the  Britifh  throne,  1 20 

Ye  fons  of  Albion,  ye,  whofe  bofoms  feel 
The  genuine  fentiments  of  patriot  zeal  ; 

Deep  on  the  living  tablet  of  the  breaft, 

Be  pure  Religion’s  holy  laws  impreft ! 

That  God,  to  whom,  abforb’d  in  dark  defpair, 

6b  late  ye  offer’d  up  the  fervent  pray’r ; 1 26 

That  Sov’reign  Being  hath  vouchfaPd  to  fave, 

And  reinflates  the  gift  his  bounty  gave : 


•3 


Sends 


Sends  forth  your  King  again,  and  bids  him  prove 
Th’  exalted  bleflings  of  a nation's  love. 

O then,  if  peace,  and  all  the  joys  that  wait, 
Aflemblage  bleft,  in  empire’s  tranquil  flate, 

Be  worth  a wifli,  upon  Religion’s  bafe 
The  flru(5ture  of  domeftick  welfare  place  ! 

From  thofe  bright  Stars,  whofe  regal  beams  dart  forth 
The  blended  radiance  of  unfullied  worth, 

Th’  example  take ! In  thofe  chafte  models  know, 
What  claims  from  ev’ry  branch  of  duty  flow ! 

In  ev’ry  walk  of  life,  hence  view  the  goal, 

Where  facred  virtue  leads  th’  adopted  foul ! 

Howe’er,  immers’d  in  pleafure’s  lilllefs  dream, 

Vice  fpurn  the  dictates  of  each  ferious  theme ; 

Howe’er  licentious  guilt  thofe  laws  deride, 

From  pure  Religion’s  hallow’d  fource  fupplied. 


[ 10  3 


4 


'I'liis  truth  Hands  regifter’d,  in  ev  ry  age 
Confirm’d  by  Hiflory’s  inflruclive  page : 

No  polifli’d  nation  ever  fell  a prey. 

Or  own’d,  enflav’d,  a Defpot’s  wanton  fway, 

Till  luxury  had  Tapp’d  the  manly  foul, 

And  vice  triumphant  reign’d  without  controul  150 

Imperial  Rome,  while  virtue  kept  her  pofl, 

Firm  ’gainft  the  fury  of  each  adverfe  hoft, 

Drove  back  the  tide  of  war,  her  vengeance  hurl’d. 

And  flood  confefl  the  Miflrefs  of  the  world. 

# 

But  when  voluptuoufnefs  more  fell  than  arms, 

Spread  o’er  the  pamper’d  fenfe  floth’s  fyren  charms,  1 ^6 

When  pleafure  was  the  ruling  God,  wealth  fame, 

And  publick  fpirit  but  an  empty  name, 

Rome  fell  from  her  exalted  height.  No  more 

The  Latian  eagle  Jove’s  dread  terrors  bore. 

« 

* , Saevior  armis 

Luxuria Juv£Nal. 


From 


From  Italy  each  Mufe  indignant  fled. 

For  there  flern  Barbarifm  her  enfigns  fpread. 

That  land,  where  Virgil  fwept  th’  heroick  lyre. 

Where  Tully  pleaded,  fraught  with  Attick  fire ; 
Whence  fcience  had  diffus’d  meridian  light, 

Lay  buried  in  the  fhades  of  Gothick  night. 

But  far,  O far  from  Britain’s  happy  feat, 

May  fuch  terrifick  deflinies  retreat ! 

Hence  warn’d,  may  fhe,  to  time’s  remotefl  date, 

On  virtue’s  bafe  maintain  imperial  ftate ! 

And  fince  the  ftreams,  that  flow  from  freedom’s  fourcc. 
Ne’er  glide  fo  pure,  nor  hold  fo  bieft  a courle, 

As  when  Religion  her  afli fiance  brings. 

And  beams  aufpicious  on  the  throne  of  Kings, 

Ever  may  Britain,  Heav’ns  difiinguifh’d  care. 

That  influence  feel,  that  firfi  of  bleffings  (hare. 


Kternal  Pow’r,  who  ruPfl  this  earthly  ball, 

At  ^v’ho^e  controuling  word  dates  rife,  or  fall, 

'I'o  Thee  we  bend  ; confcious  that  Thou  alone 
Uphold’ 11  the  glories  of  the  Britifh  throne. 

When  the  proud  rancour  of  indignant  Spain 

For  trembling  freedom  forg’d  the  fervile  chain ; 

1 

What  time  the  * Fleet,  by  vaunting  omens  led. 
Anticipated  conqueft’s  enligns  fpread  ; 

Thy  guardian  arm,  the  fhield  of  Albion’s  coaft, 
Repell’d  the  terrors  of  the  threat’ning  Hod. 

At  thy  dread  mandate,  on  vindiftive  wing. 

Forth  from  their  caverns  dormy  tempeds  fpring. 
Wide  o’er  the  billows  of  the  raging  deep, 

The  turbid  miniders  of  vengeance  fweep. 

Where’s  now  the  Fleet,  which  late  triumphant  rode, 
While  Ocean  groan’d  beneath  th’  oppredive  load? 


* The  Armada, 


That  vaunting  Fleet,  which  Heav’n  and  earth  defied, 
Refiftlefs  bulwark  of  Iberian  pride  ? 

Shatter’d,  difpcrs’d,  what  can  it  now  avail  ? 

The  fport,  alas ! of  ev’ry  palling  gale. 

Nor  lefs,  in  after  times,  thy  pow’r  appear’d. 

When  Bigotry  again  her  ftandard  rear’d ; 

When  fubtle  fraud,  with  regal  force  combin’d^ 

Impos’d  her  lhackles  on  the  free-born  mind. 

Preft  by  the  gloom  of  fuperftition’s  (hade, 

Deje6ted  Albion  call’d  on  thee  for  aid. 

But  ere  her  Heroes  grafp’d  th’  avenging  fteel, 

To  thee,  O Lord,  they  made  their  lafl:  appeal. 

Nor  didft  thou  fpurn  their  pray’rs.  The  * Tyrant  fled. 
And  hid  in  papal  realms  his  coward  head. 

From  this  bright  sera  of  Tier  happier  fates, 

Freedom’s  aufpicious  reign  Britannia  dates. 


* James  the  Second; 
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Hence,  fix’d  at  length  by  thy  almighty  hand. 
On  law’s  firm  bafe  her  folid  pillars  hand. 

And  can  we,  while,  recorded  thus,  we  trace 
The  vivid  fymbols  of  celeftial  grace. 

Can  we,  regardlefs  whence  thefe  mercies  flow. 
Oblivion’s  prey,  overlook  the  debt  we  owe  ? 
But  fay  we  had  forgot.  While  fortune  fmil’d. 
And  pleafure  ev’ry  pamper’d  fenfe  beguil’d. 

Say  that  we  had,  thus  lull’d  in  eafe,  forgot 
The  gracious  Author  of  our  envied  lot ; 

That  dream  is  pad.  In  ev’ry  bfeafl  again 
Rekindled  duty  wakes  tlie  pious  drain. 

Britain  once  moce  the  grateful  tribute  pays  ; 

To  heav’nly  mercy  fwells  the  note  of  praife; 
The  life,  for  which,  fo  late,  each  loyal  bread 
Dejeded  throbb’d,  with  anxious  fears  oppred. 
That  facred  life  celedial  mercy  fpares. 

And  gives  our  Monarch  to  a nation’s  pray’rs.  ' 


[ »i  ] 

Hark ! on  th’  arrefted  ear,  from  ev’ry^  part, 

Burfl  the  loud  raptures  of  th’  exulting  heart,  228 

* And,  lo ! athwart  the  checker’d  (hades  of  night. 

Wide  (tream*  the  radiance  of  triumphal  light. — 

Tranfporting  fcene! — Flufh’d  with  ambition’s  fire, 

If  hence  the  foul  to  royalty  afpire, 

Ambition  here  may  juftify  the  claim, 

And  call  the  publick  good  her  gen’rous  aim.  234 

When  honours,  fuch  as  thefe,  attendant  wait, 

Affetlion’s  tribute  to  exalted  (late ; 

When  animated  thoufands,  (while  around. 

Warm  from  the  heart,  the  feftive  notes  refound) 

Confcious  what  blelfings  to  their  King  they  owe. 

Hail  the  returning  dream  from  whence  they  flow ; 240 

-Envy’s  abfolv’d,  if,  viewing  fuch  a throne. 

She  wi(h  to  call  imperial  pow’r  her  own. 

* Xanta  crat  magnificentia  apud  opulentiores,  cupiditas  apud  humlliores. 

De  Bello  Gallico  Comment,  lib.  viii. 


Let 
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Let  the  plum’d  Hero,  o’er  the  crimfon  field 
The  terrors  of  vindiclive  fury  wield ! 

Thence  let  the  Chief,  rich  with  the  fpoils  of  war, 

While  fliackled  legions  grace  the  trophied  car,  246 

In  triumph  move  ; and  as  he  moves  along. 

Swell,  Adulation,  fwell  the  choral  fong ! 

Yet  what  is  laurelfd  conquefi’s  proud  parade, 

When  with  affeftion’s  loyal  fuffrage  weigh’d  ? 

The  very  Slaves,  who  now  their  voices  raife, 

And  rend  the  air  with  iterated  praife,  2 ^^2 

Who  bow  obfequious  to  their  Tyrant’s  nod. 

And  give  to  man  the  attributes  of  God, 

Should  the  fcene  change,  fhould  fortune  chance  to  frown, 

And  from  her  vanquifh’d  Minion  wrefi;  his  crown, 

Thofe  very  Slaves,  Valfals  alone  of  pow’r. 

Would  hail,  with  peals  of  joy,  th’  aufpicious  hour,  258 

Not  fuch  the  fons  of  Britain — To  their  King 
The  nobler  tribute  of  the  heart  they  bring. 

’Tis 
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’Tis  not  the  crmin’d  robe,  the  gems  which  glow, 
In  radiant  circle,  on  the  regal  brow  ; 

’Tis  not  authority’s  rich  trappings  here, 

(From  venal  zeal  extorting  fervile  fear) 

Which  wake  dilTembled  joy. — To  virtue’s  fway 
A willing  nation  pours  the  feilive  lay. 
Tranfcendant  praife  ! For  what  with  this  can  vie? 
When  freedom  gives  what  freedom  might  deny. 

Eternal  Lord,  to  thee  thy  Suppliants  bend ; 
Him  whom  thou  deign’dft  to  fpare,  O ftill  defend ! 
Thou  Source  of  good,  upon  his  honour’d  head 
Be  all  thy  choiceft  mercies  ever  fhed  ! 

And  if  another  willi  Britannia  feel,' 

This  pray’r  fhe  pours  for  England’s  future  weal. 

“ O all-fufficient  Pow’r,  to  whom  we  now, 

“ In  adoration,  pay  the  grateful  vow ! 


[ i8  ] 

“ That  Albion  ever  may,  the  theme  of  fame, 

“ In  arts,  in  arms,  imperial  honours  claim, 

“ O grant  that  on  her  throne,  in  endlefs  line, 

“ The  glories  of  tranfmitted  virtue  fhine  ! 

“ Vouchfafe  that  there  thy  pure  Religion  may, 

“ Ever,  as  now,  her  hallow’d  charms  difplay !” 


282 


